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terrible they could be until they were turned
against our own house.

The cellars were by this time unavoidable.
My husband told me that we should have to
make some sort of rough hospitsj in one of
them, as the Residency hospital, where the
wounded had been taken, was built of plaster
and would not be bullet-proof; so we set to
work to get blankets and sheets down from
the house, and everything we thought might
be useful.

Meanwhile shells were doing dreadful
damage over our heads, and we were afraid
they might set fire to the thatch and force us
out of our temporary shelter. Luckily most
of them went over the house into the garden
at the back, where they could not do such
serious damage ; but the noise the guns made,
added to the other firing, which had never
ceased, was deafening.

There was not the slightest doubt by this
time that our position was about as bad as it
could very well be. I seemed paralyzed with